
                                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                   N.Y. Jan. 20th 1886. 
My own dear darling Harry, 
    When I come home from Orange, I usually read your letter before I go to dinner, but it 
was so late when I got home tonight, that I had to go up as soon as I could get my things off.  
Every one had finished dinner, and had left the dining room.  I have hurried thro’ my dinner as 
fast as possible, and there is barely time for me to write before the last mail, and I must write 
before I can read your letter.  It isn’t easy to do this my darling, but if I stop to read your letter 
first, I cant get my note done in time for the mail, and then you would have nothing on Friday.  I 
was forced to miss writing last Wed[nesday]. and I didn’t like it a bit, & I hope it wont happen 
again this year.  I know it has upset you, since you found out that I didn’t write, for your letters 
have shown it very plainly, especially the one yesterday.  I told you I would write if I could, but 
you have no idea of the state of the house was in, or how much we had to do.  I dont know that 
you blamed me. You may not have done that, but I tho’t you didn’t seem to take the will for the 
deed.  Perhaps you did tho’, and it was only that you were awfully blue, not at all provoked with 
me, but simply blue because you couldn’t help it, like I am tonight.  You, I am sure, knew that I 
wanted to write, & would have done so if I had had a ghost of a chance.  Didn’t you feel sure of 
this my darling?  If you did, it is all right.  If you didn’t feel the least bit hurt with me for not 
writing, but felt that it wasn’t my fault, & felt that it was all right, then I am satisfied.  If you 
missed the letter I cant scold you for that, for I am sure I want you to feel so about my letters.  I 
dont want you to be so indifferent about them that you dont care whether they come or not.  I 
want you to feel about them just as you do if you only believe that I do my best, and I believe 
you did feel so about it, but it made you pretty miserable in spite of love your faith in me, & my 
faith in my love for you.  I dont feel this [ill.] time that there was any lack of faith, and so your 
letter yesterday didn’t break me up as it would otherwise have done.  Darling I am very sorry 
you went into the sick room at the Dormitory.  There wasn’t any necessity for it, and I dont 
think you ought to have gone.  Your having had the measles doesn’t make you proof against 
them.  You may be less liable to take them if you have already, but I know several who have had 
them twice and one girl I know, had them three times.  You make a big time if I run any risk, but 
it is five hundred times worse for you to do it than for me, because you are away from home, 
and it would be awful if you should get sick, a great deal worse than for me, for I am home 
where I would have the best of care, and I’d have a doctor who knows my constitution, & there 
would not be half the danger for me.  You are not sure that you will not have the measles again, 
and I am not sure of it either, and I think you did very wrong, and I will worry for the next two 
weeks, and then may have something serious to worry about.  If there had been no one else to 
see to him, it would have been very different, and I couldn’t have blamed you, but he had 
already had the doctor, and you didn’t have to go and feel his pulse, & examine his rash and all 
that.  The doctor had done that, & had probably taken the case in his hands, and there was no 
more use at all in your going thro’ all that performance, than and I am awfully out of patience 
about it.  If you had gone there before the doctor, it would have been very different but as it 
was, I think it was not only useless but very wrong for you to run the risk when it was going to 
benefit no one.  I dont believe in t refusing to help any one who has a contagious disease, if you 
can help them, but where there is nothing to be gained by it, I think it is wrong to expose 
oneself.  I would not have felt this way if you had simply gone to the door to inquire for the 



poor fellow, or offer assistance if necessary, but I dont know what need, or sense there was in 
your doing what you did do, and I shall worry all the time now till the time has passed for you to 
come down, and if you are sick, I shall be wild, and I really am very much provoked about it, for 
you might have known how I’d feel, & be careful for my sake if you dont didn’t care for your 
self.  I cant help feeling as I do about it.  I wish I had time now to write about other things, for 
I’d like to make part of this letter pleasant, but I haven’t time for more.  I am sorry but perhaps I 
couldn’t write anything nice tonight if I [ill.] had time, for I am dont care much whether school 
keeps or not.  Yes I do too.  I wish it hadn’t kept a single day this month and then we would 
have had all this time together, and would be so happy now, and you would not be in danger of 
having the measles, and everything would be lovely, so after all darling, I am not so indifferent 
about school.  I guess I wont feel sorry that I have scolded you for I think you deserve it, and it 
serves you right for trying to get the measles. 
      With love beyond measure (for tho’ you have made me worry about you, I still love you 
just the same even if I do scold you), and lots of kisses.           
          Ever your own Effie. 


